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cated a consciousness of the desecration going on. By the bed, on
which was spread a small fortnne in laces, sat a woman past the mid-
dle age, whose thin fignre was clothed in mourning, and around whose
wrinkled features the border of a black cap, unrelieved by a bit of white,
was just visible. This was Eose, in whose care for twenty years the
wardrobe of Mademoiselle Eachel had always remained. She still sat
there, faithful to her trust to the last, the poor old waiting-maid who
had seen the commencement and the close of the tragedienne's career,
who had decked her so often with that finery, and who, with the same
trembling hands, had attired her in her last dress.
What her feelings were needed no telling. In the deep lines around
the compressed lips grief and anger were mingled, and the look in the
dark eyes that glared at each stranger who approached to examine the
laces on the bed was one of hatred and defiance. Though the figure
was motionless, though the head never turned, the look followed you;
you could not get rid of it; it reached whatever good feeling lay under-
neath the thick coating of selfishness with which experience of the
world had covered your heart; you felt thoroughly ashamed of the idle
curiosity that had brought you there to overhaul those sad relics, and,
unheeding the admonitions of the Cerberus in the shape of a sergeant
de ville, bawling out at short intervals, "Passez, Messieurs; passez, Mes-
dames," you hastened to make your escape.
The same eye to effect that had presided over the arrangement of the
different articles had organized the sales. In lieu of the crowd of sor-
didly-clothed, dirty-faced, hook-nosed, long-bearded, cunning-eyed deal-
ers in second-hand goods, hustling, jostling, elbowing, and crushing the
toes of any luckless wight whose decent appearance proclaimed him not
one of them, the respectable-looking bidders who filled the rows of vel-
vet-covered benches looked as though they had met there to hear morn-
ing concerts. The auctioneer himself spoke in subdued tones, as
though he were murmuring prayers, to which the attentive audience
gave the responses.
The buyers were, as_ we have already said, of the better classes at
these sales, with the exception, however, of the two days on which the
costumes were sold, when numerous costumiers and jnarchandcs a la
toilette came in search of bargains. Thus many a gay masqnerader
will unconsciously polk, and quadrille, and waltz in a fancy garb made
of the robes in which Camilk has uttered her fierce anathemas, or Phe-
dre lamented her fatal love.
Among other attempts made to give additional interest to some of
the articles sold, the old story of the guitar was revived by some of the
papers in behalf of an instrument of the kind that was coming under
the hammer. But this was beyond even the boldness of an auctioneer.
When it came to be the turn of the guitar, he said that it " had been
erroneously announced that this was the instrument with which Made-
moiselle Eachel, when a child, had sung in the cafes. Still this guitar
was valuable, inasmuch as it had been ten years in the tragedienne!*

